The mojl lamentable Tragedle 

fir ego. The heads of the maids. 

Samp. 1 the heads ofthe maides, or their maiden heads, take it 
in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. T hey muft take it fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while 1 am able to ftand, and tis 
knowne lama pretie peece of flefh. 

Cjreg. Tis well thou art not filh,if thou hadft,thou hadft bin 
poore lohn : draw thy coolc,here comes ofthe houfe of Moun. 
i agues. 

'Enter two other feruing men. 

Samp. My naked weapon is our, quarell,I will back thee. 
Greg, How,turne thy backc and tunneJ 
Samp. Fearemenot. 

Cjreg. Nomarrie,Ifearethee. 

Sam- Let vs take the law of our fidcs,Iet them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as I pafle by, and let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare, I wil bite my thumb at them, which 
is difgrace to them if they beare it. 
aAbrarn, Do you bite your thumbe at vs fir? 

Samp. I do bite my thumbe fir. 

Abra. Do you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp, I s the law of our fide if I fay I s 
Greg. No. 

Samp. No firj do not bite my thumbe at you fir, but I bite 
sny thumbe fir. 

Greg, Doyouquarcllfir? 

Abra. Quarellfir,nofir. 

iS^.But if you do fir , I am for you, I feme as good a m3 asyou. 
Abra. No better. 

Samp, Well fir. Enter Benuolio , 

Greg, gay better, here comes one of my maifters kinfraen. 
Sam. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw if you be racnyGregoriejemcmbet thy wafhing 
blowc. They fight. 

Benuo. Partfoolcs , putvpyourfwords,youknownotwhat 

you do. Enter 


oj (Romeo and Juliet. 

Enter Ttbalt. 

Tibalt. What art thou drawne among thefe hartlelle nindest 
turne thee r Benttoli«,\ooVe vpon thy death. 

Benuo. I do but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

TibSN hat drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Mowtagues andthcc: 

Haue at thee coward. . , , . 

Enter three orfoure Citizens with Clubs or partyj out. 

Offu Clubs, Bils and Partifons,flrike, beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulcts, downe with the Mountagues. 

Enter o/dCapuleti* hisgowne, and his wife. 

Capu. What noyfe is this ? giue me my longfword hoe. 

Wife. A crowch,a crowch,why call you for a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay ,old Mount ague is come. 

And florilhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter <?/dMountague and his wife. 

Mount. Thou villaine Capu/et, hold me not, let me go. 

M, Wife. 2 , Thou {halt not ftir one foote to feeke a foes- 
Enter Prince Eskales gwith his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubic&s enemies to peace, 
Prophanersofthisneighbour-ftayned fteele, 

Will they not heare? whatho,you men, you hearts: 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 

WitffjSurple fountaines iffuing from your veines: 

On paine of torture from thofe bloudie hands. 

Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground,, 

And hearethefemenccofyour moued Prince* 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old ( japu/et and cJWi ountague, 

Haue thrice difturbd the quiet of our ftrects. 

And mad t fTeronas auncicnt Citizens, 

Cart by their graue befeeming ornaments. 


x o wicldold partiz.inSjIn hands as old, 

Cancred with peace,to part your cancred hate, 
Ifeuer you diflurbe our ft teas againe, 
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